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TRANSLATOR’S FOREWORD

Brother Bian Yunbo graciously asked if | would translate his
poem, “To the Unknown Evangelist, My Brother”, a poem
that has been greatly used by the Lord among the Chinese
church. | bave known Brother Bian for some years, having been
introduced to him through the late Rev. David Adeney, a former
missionary with China Inland Mission (CIM, later known as
Overseas Missionary Fellowship, or OME]. Beginning in the
19305 Rev. Adeney was a ceaseless organizer and encourager of
many Christian students and workers both Chinese and non-
Chinese. After [eaving China in 1950, he continued through
the International Fellowship of Evangelical Students (IFES),
the Discipleship Training Center in Singapore, Pray For China
Fellowship, and Christian conferences and prayer meetings
up until his death in 1994. Brother Bian is also an inspiring
and ceaseless worker. He asked me to translate this poem into
English after reading my translation of a short memorial poem
he had written to honor Ruth Adeney (Mrs. David Adeney)
who went home to be with the Lord in the fall of 2011. Ruth, a
Minnesota farm girl, served with China Inland Mission in the
19305 as one of the unknown evangelists who underwent great
sacrifice for the Lord and worked silently and faithfully in the
background while others, including her husband, had a greater
public role. Yet the work of Brother Bian and Ruth like that of the
inmumerable unknown evangelists was never unknown, unused,
or in vain. The Lord knows his sheep and they hear his voice and
follow, and He leads them in the good works He has planned for
them beforehand.

| was only too happy to attempt to translate Brother Bian’s poem
because my own journey of faith was so greatly impacted by
the work of the Lord in China. Through research for a master’s
degree at the University of California at Berkeley on Communist

policy towards the Protestant church in China, the Lord revived



and strengthened my faith. The story of the Chinese church and
the innumerable unknown evangelists, who under guidance from
the Holy Spirit spread the gospel of Jesus Christ in China, is a

story of man’s weakness and God’s power.

China bad long been known as a difficult mission field. The
work was difficult, the results seemed meager. The traditional
culture of the Chinese people was almost impenetrable. A long
proud history of Chinese Empire, Confucianism, filial piety,
ancestor worship, Buddhism and Daoism, left little room for
missionaries to make any large breakthrough. Yet the Lord is
Lord, and what is impossible with man is possible with God. For
the gospel to penetrate deeply, Chinese traditional culture would
have to be opened. But such a violent and destructive task could
certainly not be undertaken by the servants of the Lord, [ambs led
to the slaughter. Despite the difficulties and disappointments,
Christian missionaries, both foreign and Chinese, continued
to labor in the field. By the time the communists took power
in 1949, there were approximately 700,000 Chinese Protestant
Christians in China. But the Christian churches in China were
seen as foreign, tainted with imperialism and were riven with the
same denominational and theological problems as their Western
counterparts. Yet these existential problems were nothing
compared to what was to come. Over the next three decades two
absolutist world views confronted one another. The Chinese
Church faced communism (which quite resembles an attempt
to recreate, without God, the early communal New Testament
church, where the believers met daily and shared what they had
(Acts 2:44-47). |“From each according to his ability, to each
according to his need,” as Marx put it.] A utopian community
created by men, for men, in which exploitation and want were to

be eliminated.

These two world views, one Christ-centered, one man-centered,

each claimed the absolute truth. At the time of the founding of
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the People’s Republic of China (PRC), one had all the worldly
power of the mighty nation state and the zeal of progressive
humanism, the other was a weak, conflicted, and compromised
collection of individuals, ranging from fervent, faithful followers
of the Lord, to “rice bowl Christians” who had joined the church
only in pursuit of material gain. The new communist regime soon
deported all foreign missionaries and began a program to weed
out all foreign and imperialistic influences. The communists
sought to gradually co-opt and weaken the church which, after all,
was merely “the opiate of the people.” Christians were pressured
through subtle and not so subtle means to proclaim allegiance to
the new China and the new man under Communism above all
else. Various campaigns were directed toward Christians and the
church, including the Protestant Three Self Patriotic Movement,
in order to wean benighted believers from their misguided faith
in Christ. By the late 1950s the communists had closed most of
the churches and sent many pastors to reform labor camps. Yet
some churches still operated and some Christians still openly

worshiped.

The social gospel preached by liberals before the revolution
was easily subsumed within the social campaigns of the New
China and used to serve the new regime. Any benefits brought
through liberal Christian doctrine were paltry next to the works
of the new Chinese Communist regime. Class struggle would
bring a new era of human equality and social justice. The liberal
Christian would serve the state first and the faith only as long as
it did not conflict with the new reigning philosophy of Chinese
communism. All old ways within Chinese culture were to be left
in the dustbin of history. Like the liberal Christians, the “rice
bowl Christians” were also quickly consumed by the multiple
new movements promoted by the PRC, and soon fell away from
the church. This left only the “true believers” who had put their
total faith in Jesus Christ as the Lord of all Creation, who were

battered by their compatriots and their own weaknesses. Yet
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somehow the Lord kept them through all the man-made and
satanic storms, which during the Cultural Revolution became a

leveling typhoon.

When Mao started the Great Proletariat Cultural Revolution
in 1966 and loosed the Red Guards, the steady, yet gradual co-
optation of old elements within society gave way to an erratic,
yet violent flood of ‘religious’ zeal. The youth of the nation
were consumed by the Thought of Chairman Mao, and carrying
his little red book, they set out to destroy all remnants of the
‘Four Olds’ of traditional Chinese Culture, and all “reactionary
elements’ within society. All religion was banished. All
churches were closed. People in the West began to think that
the small, weak, Chinese church had been erased from the land.
Certainly, the great suffering of this period removed any foreign,
imperialistic, theological or doctrinal chaff. Yet the Lord is Lord,
and God was not abandoning his church, He was refining it
through fire. While the red storm raged through the land, the
Lord preserved a remnant of true believers, those who knew the
Lord of Love, the only Savior, the Prince of Peace, the Almighty
God, and would not bend their knee to another. Though some,
like Peter, had fearful moments of weakness, the Lord did not
reject those He knew. The seeds planted by the Holy Spirit
through the innumerable unknown evangelists before, during,
and after the revolution, had fallen on good soil and the Lord

nourished these tender plants.

As the Cultural Revolution increasingly became a force of
immense destructive power, traditional Chinese culture was
demolished. The culture that had so firm a grasp on the minds
and hearts of the Chinese people butted up against, and was
crushed, by the violence of the all-encompassing absolute faith of
Chinese communism and Maoism. The seemingly immovable,
impenetrable culture that had so hindered the spread of the gospel

was swept away. And in its place was the new ‘absolute truth’
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of the communist proletariat revolution. But after the ten years
of passionate, destructive chaos of the Cultural Revolution, the
people’s faith in the new utopian vision had been hollowed out.
The confrontational hatred and violence of class struggle had
left a swath of personal and societal devastation. As Chinese
society opened up in an attempt to recover from the wreckage,
the remnant of Christians whose faith sustained them through
this violent era became unknown evangelists spreading the gospel
among their disappointed, distraught, and despairing compatriots.
Into this field, plowed and readied by the waves of revolutionary
zeal, they spread the love of God as they had received it from

earlier unknown evangelists.

While many in the West believed that the Christian church had
been wiped from the realm of China, God instead had been doing
a marvelous, wonderful work, a work which no one had foreseen.
The weak, compromised church, riven with denominational
divisions and unsuitable man-made chaff, buffeted from without
and within, was purified and prepared for a new thing. Into the
rubble of Chinese society, God sent messengers of love, bearing
the gospel of grace to a people hungering for a good word of life
and love. From these unknown evangelists came perhaps the
greatest, most rapid expansion of Christianity the world has ever
seen. What had been 700,000 dwindled for a time only to become

tens upon tens of millions thereafter.

Stripped of all man-made philosophies and denominational
structures, without pastors, without churches, without any form
of outside support other than the Spirit of the Lord, God prepared
his evangelists individually or in the fellowship of small groups
of believers during those horrific times. While unknown to us,
none of these evangelists is nameless, each is thoroughly known
by God, called by name to the good work He prepared for them
from the foundation of the world. Today, the Chinese church

is an instrument of God whose story provides a model of utter
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abandonment to the Lord, and of the unsearchable wisdom of
God. His ways are not our ways and His thoughts far exceed
ours. Contrary to prevailing contemporaneous belief in the West,
the communist revolution meant not the death of Christianity in
China but, praise be to God, it meant that Chinese communism
did the necessary work that His sheep could not do, sweeping
away the obstacles that so hindered the spread of the gospel of

grace. The Communist Party became the unwitting handmaiden
of the church!

Today, the Chinese church and these unknown Chinese
evangelists have so much to teach us. If Christians in the West
heed their testimony, they will provide a valuable example of
faithfulness for us who in these days desperately need to return to
and follow the Lord first and foremost, and listen to Him above
our governments, our leaders, our culture, or any other voice. “This
is my beloved Son, listen to Him!” (Mark 9:7, Luke 9:35) The Lord
is Lord. He must reign in our hearts. May the Lord bless His
people through this poem dedicated to those who take the faithful

path of the unknown evangelist.

| want to thank Sister Greta Wong from Seattle for going over
my translation and pointing out errors, and the Desert Serve
Fellowship for their tireless efforts to prepare the manuscript of

this edition.

Glenn Woodfin, Berkeley, California, April 2013
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DAVID ADENEY'S INTRODUCTION
(1927 CHINESE ED.)

The author, Mr. Bian Yunbo, graduated from National Central
University in 1948. During his studies, he and | became well
acquainted, and | still remember to this day his [ove for the
Lord, his sincere prayers, and his enthusiasm to witness for the
Lord. He had a great burden on his heart for those who had
never heard the gospel. Paul said, “l make it my ambition to
preach the gospel, not where Christ has already been named.”
(Rom:15:20) This brother had the same vision. His body was
not strong;, in fact he developed lung disease, but he nevertheless
took on the difficult burden of sowing the seeds of the gospel
in the borderlands. Because of his service, tribal peoples in the
mountains of Yunnan had the opportunity to hear the good news

of salvation.

Many young people have been helped by Brother Bian’s
testimony, and | hope that through the reprinting of this book
many more Christian students will be encouraged to walk this
path of service. If you want to know whether or not you are called
to preach the gospel, you must first be obedient. The world’s
population is growing rapidly, the number of those who have not
heard the gospel is many times what it was just ten years ago.
This generation of students must certainly take up this fight.
The Lord of salvation is right now waiting for people “to deny
themselves, take up their cross and follow him.” Asian people
should take up the responsibility of preaching to Asia. The
footprints of overseas Chinese have spread to every corner of the
world, but where are the Chinese preaching the good news of the
cross! Brother Bian once faced tremendous difficulties, but with
a determined believing heart, he was able to withstand those
troubles. Brother Bian’s testimony calls us to arise, kindle the fire
of a loving heart, and say to our crucified and risen Lord: “Here |

am, send me.”
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| would ask that everyone would remember in their prayers
Brother Bian and all those believers in China who are faithfully

witnessing for the Lord.

David H. Adeney
Hong Kong, Sept. 5, 1957
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PREFACE
TO THE ENGLISH EDITION

“To the Unknown Evangelist, My Brother” is a poem | wrote near
the end of October 1948. Initially intending to write a short poem
as self-encouragement to travel to the borderlands and preach the
gospel, | was at the same time in contact with many unknown
evangelists. Prior to this, | was well convinced that a change in
government would soon take place in China, and that after the
change in government, evangelizing would become exceedingly
difficult and dangerous; because of this, | experienced a short

period of extreme internal spiritual warfare.

My primary motivation at the time came first and foremost
from the steps of the Lord Jesus Christ on the narrow road to
the cross, secondarily, were the many unknown evangelists who,
down through the ages, had walked this narrow path. Throughout
the year in which | wrote this poem, it seemed as though | were
speaking face to face with many of these unknown evangelists.
In these conversations, we were not often speaking to others, but
merely pouring out our adoring accounts before the Lord. | was like
a chronicler, using poetry to record these conversations word after
word, writing while the tears flowed. After writing for a while, |
knew this wasn’t merely going to be a piece written to give myself
encouragement, but that under the guidance of the Spirit | was
writing so that | and many brothers and sisters could give each
other mutual encouragement. It was a vocation entrusted by God,
under which | was even more chastened not to quench the Spirit
of the Lord. In those few days | barely ate or slept. If | was hungry
| ate a piece of bread and drank a bit of water; when | became too
tired and wom out, | would just flop onto bed in my clothes, rest
a few hours, then get right back up and start again. Many people
have asked me how many weeks it took me to write the poem.

Actually, | replied, it took just a few days.
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A little over a month after | completed the poem, | went forth
to the southwest borderlands preaching the gospel with some
brothers and sisters. Five years later, | was forced to leave, then
arrested and sent to prison and labor reform camp. For the next
few decades | experienced many unforeseen hardships, several
times faced mortal danger; yet “While the mountains may depart
and hills be removed, the loving kindness of the Lord will never
leave us (lsa. 54:10).” Although this narrow road is difficult to
walk, there is sweet within the bitter, joy within the pain. Brothers
and Sisters! Only when we ourselves have tasted the Lord’s grace
can we know how lovely He is (Ps. 34:8)!

For sixty-five years the Lord has used this poem, moving many
brothers and sisters to dedicate their [ives to spreading the gospel
— a work entirely of the Lord. One used by the Lord knows only
gratitude, and often feels unworthy.

Thank the Lord, brother Glenn Woodfin has translated this poem
into English, which will allow this poem, already widespread
throughout the Chinese church, to be shared with even more
brothers and sisters. For two hundred years many unknown
English and American evangelists sowed in tears the seed of the
gospel in this land of China, and now we finally can use your
language to express our thanks! To the many unknown evangelists
from various countries at the forefront of today’s evangelism who
shoulder the crush of circumstances, spiritual loneliness and a
heavy burden of work, this little poem is also for you.

When | wrote this poem | was just 23 years old, now | am already
88. | often lift a prayer before God, which is simply to ask that
the Lord raise up even more young and middle-aged brothers
and sisters, moving each spiritually in service to overcome their
own selves, and be used to greater extent by the Lord. With all
those who remain behind and keep watch, as well as those gospel
warriors who bravely march forward to take up the Lord’s battle, |
yearn to welcome the return of the Lord. Amen!

Bian Yunbo, Farmington Hills, M1, May, 2013
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ust before the break of dawn

The world [ooms dark, difficult, and dreary......

The autumn winds and rain
Dash your sleepy dreams,
A troublesome and melancholy net

Shrouds your heart.

Looking back along the trodden path
The whole is full of potholes and rough patches,
Some defeats
Some victories
Many stone-cold heartaches
And yet, so many shouts of praise.
The days passed like a gust of wind, a flash of lightning,
Until now, just as you have so yearned,
There is truly a need for some rest and reflection:
Because, on the path ahead,
There are still more potholes and rough patches,

More thorns, hardships, and mire.

Truly,
Just before the break of dawn

The world looms dark, difficult, and dreary.

But, as you once declared:
“With my own hands
| willingly relinquished the pleasures of this world;
With my own feet
| willingly ran down the path of hardship!

|’ve “chosen’ this indentured road



And not because | had no choice, on the contrary
| boldly used my own “freedom”!
Thus,
| prefer to summon a steady drizzle of heartfelt tears,
Gazing upon the mount of Calvary! And unto death ---

Never turn back!”

I ruly, Brother!

(It/s as if | saw with my own eyes)
lt was on that day
You came before the Lord,
And gave yourself, without reservation
Upon the altar of death,
A smiling face washed with tears,
And joy inexpressible
VYet bitter.......

Truly, Brother!
(It’s [ike | really saw this)
It was on that day
You answered the Lord’s call
Shouldering the cross once borne by the Lord
You set out!
Galloping into the worn and weary world,
Campaigning here, fighting there,
To this very day!

You set out!
With a meager smile
Bid goodbye to the beloved books on your desk;
With a meager smile
Bid goodbye to the cherished dreams
that filled your journal;

Just as you once declared:



“Using your own hands, you relinquished
Friends
Loved ones
Pleasures
And fame:
Using your own freedom

You chose the battlefield of hardship!”

ou, set off!
Shouldering your impecunious pack,
You recalled a need to see your aged mum and dad!
You thought you could again
Use that brave meager smile to bid them farewell,
But before a smile could break out,

Hot tears were streaming down your cheeks ........

Brother, you set out!
Hence forward, galloping into the worn and weary world,
Campaigning here, fighting there,
To this very day!

You, set out!

Coldly leaving family and farmhouse,
To spread the warmth of [ove into dark and deathly corners
That a grotesque world might bring forth a few pure blossoms,
Without hesitation you took the seeds of your broken self,
And cast them to the stinking earth, sown!
To die, and die utterly,

To be buried, and buried deeply.

Brother, you set out!
Passing over many wild places and open plains,

Crossing countless rivers, lakes, and mountain streams,



Forgetting to admire seasons of passing beauty,
Or leisurely notice whimsical white clouds in a blue sky,
Passing through city after city
Through market town after market town;
And day after day drawing ever nearer to
Hardship,
Mountains of trouble,
Tumbledown villages
And a succession of sallow starving faces;
But your warm home,
Sweet dreams
Beloved desk and garden
Grew day after day more distant
Day after day more distant ........

Brother, you set out!

Suffering every hardship,

Not once did you cut and run,

You continued galloping into the worn and weary world,
Campaigning here, fighting there,

To this very day!

VYet today,

You’ve become old and haggard!

Because,

Just before the break of dawn
The world [ooms dark, difficult, and dreary......

Brother, you’ve really become old and haggard!

The years of crying out have cracked your voice,

The years of wind-born frost have creased your countenance,
A heart, downcast day after day, thrown into the depths,

A back, day after day more bony and bent!

Yet you — my brother!

Riddled in body with a thousand ills,



Stood fast at your post, not moving an inch!

Brother, you’ve indeed become so old and haggard!

Seeking out prodigals to return them home,
You became a vagabond,

Drifting day after day!
Lacking cordial hosts, you happily slept outdoors,
Lacking provisions, you blithely ate your fill of the wind;
“Fasting” became your fast food,

Impoverished exposure your adornment;

The foxes in the hills had caves

The birds of the air had nests,

While you ----
Were like a small autumn leaf,
Warning people to prepare for the approaching “season,”
Silently floating in wind and rain, without hesitation,
Without a hint of complaint,

Nor even asigh ......

O Brother!

Let me speak out plainly for you!

On your trodden path,
Clearly not every bit of suffering could you endure;
Many times when thick clouds hung low,
You involuntarily turned to gaze behind.
VYet each pause,
Only increased your strength,

You continued to march forward!

You continued to fight on!
Just as you once declared:
“With my own hands

| willingly relinquished the pleasures of this world;
With my own feet

| willingly ran down the path of hardship!



And thus | prefer to summon

a steady drizzle of heartfelt tears,

Gazing upon the mount of Calvary!
And unto death Never turn back!”
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Remember that day,

You suddenly felt so alone!
Old friends were long estranged,
And fellow believers likewise cold and aloof!
Toward the world you felt pity and sorrow,
But in return came scoffing and mockery
You showed unbridled enthusiasm to the brothers and sisters,
But they bequeathed you only a spiritually
Unbearable, oppressive sadness;
No one understood,
And no one took notice;
Despair crushed your heart,
Girief stifled your breath!
Although you diligently attended your daily work,
Deep in the night you often wept silently before the Lord!
So Alone! In this world, other than your own shadow,
lt seemed as if no other companion walked your path,
Therefore, as you felt oppressed,
You couldn’t help but begin to hesitate......

VYet, just at that instant,
You remembered anew the moment of your call!
Lying in waste, the fields were white and ripe for harvest,
Your fellow countrymen, under fire of war, were like lost sheep
Crying out! Weeping in sorrow!
The Lord said: “Who can | send?
Who will go for me?
So many in the family of God
have no one to look after them,
Do you really mean to turn back,

Just because you can’t endure a bit of suffering? ....”



ust at that instant,
You finally and truly understood the way of the cross;
Once again, bitter tears rained down before the Lord,
Once again, you quietly took up the Lord’s commission,
Received your handfed flock as joy,

Received solitude and [oneliness as your happiness.

In time you forgot your [oneliness,
The progress of your brothers and sisters let you despise troubles;
Your grateful eyes watched them
move forward and forward again,
You wholeheartedly desired to support them into the latter years!
But who would have thought, bit by bit,
Thick gloomy clouds darkened the sky,
Withered weeds fearfully choked the wilderness,
Just before the break of dawn
The world looms dark, difficult, and dreary

How many needless misunderstandings,
Brought many avoidable attacks,

Many face to face rebukes,
And all the mockery behind your back;

Slowly, you began to realize,
Within God’s family dwelt the same human envy;
This narrow path,
Had just the same opposition and nay-sayers.....

All along you suffered the whims of your “superiors”.
For the flock, for the work;

But there is a limit to human endurance!
So on that day, you thought to leave this realm,
And again float aimlessly through the world,

float aimlessly.....



I hat day you paced the night long round a small garden,
Now looking back, now looking forward,
Now with a firm gaze heavenward,

Now dejectedly full of your own shortcomings.....

Gazing back along the trodden path
The whole, full of potholes and rough patches,
There were some defeats
Some victories
Many disappointments and heartaches
And yet, so many shouts of praise.
The journey
was spattered with your arduous zeal
- Although today’s work was going well,
The birthing pains were entirely yours to bear!
And so, when you reached your [imit,
You reached the [imit!

Recalling this, your tears begin to glisten.....

Leave then!
This time be firm and go!
With no more hesitation
With no more self-flagellation
Nevertheless, you say,
before | go | should have a moment of prayer,
To entrust them into the Lord’s hands!
Therefore, you gently looked back,
And gazed again upon
the faces of your beloved brothers and sisters,
And as usual, you raised each one by name in prayer,

But this time in tears, painful, silent .....

At that point, a gloomy moon cast an intermittent light,

Lonely, late night stars trembled and blinked,



As a few passing clouds flitted across the skies,
....... A stillness spread through heaven and earth,
With nary a shred of concern or compassion.....

Vet just as a vacant, foreboding cosmos gathered,

S uddenly, from a hidden place came the voice of the Lord calling:
Peter, Peter, tonight | am sorrowful unto death,
Can you really not stay awake with me and watch?
For three years our companionship has been so rich,
We called each other friends, our friendship flourished!
Though you denied me three times, | always received you,
Through so many dangers, | walked by your side.
For you, | abandoned heavenly glory,
For you, | chose the manger at the inn,
For you, | rejected the support and praise of the multitudes,
For you, | exchanged infinite riches for poverty,
For you, on that night, | sorrowfully passed bread and cup,
For you, on that night, | exhorted again and again,
For you, | suffered the whip, insult and mockery,
For you, | became a sacrificial [amb led to slaughter,
For you, to save your soul from death, | gave my life,

But after my death, the fulfillment of many plans awaits you!

“To this day how many people betray me in secret,

How many people are still selfishly striving and contentious,

How many people see the church as a playground for the rich,
How many, many, poor people have no gospel to hear,

How many people, resenting the narrowness of the road, turn back,
This night | am filled with inexpressible sorrow!

Inexpressible sorrow!

Peter, Peter,
My friend!
Have you really turned back like this?



Can you not stay awake with me and watch? .....

On the shores of Galilee,

You three times promised,

No matter the cost,

To feed my sheep!

But today, are you really so wounded?

Because of this bit of hardship, are you turning a deaf ear!”

“Peter, Peter,
My friend!
Tonight ‘I’ am holding my nail-scarred hands out to “you’
Imploring!
This sinful world still has countless
Countless lost souls!
Indeed, on the road ahead,
There is still more work and struggle,
But if you truly turm back because of this,
Who will staunch this wound?

And who will undertake for me? .....”

- The morning cock’s crow reminded you of your vow,
God’s grace melted your stony resolve.
For a long while, as though forgetting time altogether,
As though impaled, you stood there by the side of the fig tree.
A light breeze played with your hair,
As if in consolation, in compassion, in comfort;
Tears that fell who knows when,
Already indistinguishable

From dewdrops, moistening your feet......

Silent songs from the deep recesses of your heart,
Now slowly became a resounding chorale:
“If the gracious Lord still wants me, | must follow,

No matter where, | will follow to the end!



Past, present, into eternity,
Until the seas dry up and the stones dissolve will | [ove you!
Even if one day | am nailed to the cross,

Lord! | am firm unto death!”

F‘rom that day forward,

You became even more resolute, even more gung ho!
Going through every sort of hardship,

Not once did you become resentful
But, as you once declared:
“With my own hands

| willingly relinquished the pleasures of this world;
With my own feet

| willingly ran down the path of bardship!
And thus | prefer to summon a tortuous path even unto death,

Gazing upon the mount of Calvary, never to turn back!”
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G alloping into the worn and weary world,
You went through even more battles!
Traversing wild places and open plains,
Crossing rivers, lakes, and mountain streams,
Passing through city after city
Passing through market town after market town;
And day after day drawing ever nearer to
Hardship,
Mountains of trouble
Tumbledown villages
A succession of sallow starving faces;
While your warm home,
Sweet dreams
Beloved desk and garden
Grew day after day more distant

Day after day more distant

You founded so much work,
And so often you bounced from pillar to post,
The years of crying out
have cracked your voice,
The years of wind-born frost
have creased your countenance,
Your heart, downcast day after day,
thrown into the depths,
Your back, day after day more bony and bent!
Lacking cordial hosts, you slept outdoors,
Lacking provisions, you ate your fill of the wind;
Daily life and the passing years made you old and haggard,
The repeated “forward charge” broke you in body and heart!



But you ---- my brother!

In the face of the tempest,

Resisting Satan’s flaming darts and wily schemes,
You stood fast to your post,

Not moving an inch!

Brothers.’

You are the unknown, unobserved rock,
You are also the vanguard strike force,
You are the hidden foundation of the church,
You are the undecorated heroes,
Knowing only quiet dedication to your task,
You long ago forgot,
Comfort,

Peaceful pleasure,

Position,

And vanity;

No grand stage hears your lofty lectures,
No imposing cathedral sees a trace of your shadow,
You have no spot in church papers or journals,
And in the elegant homes of the “great preachers,”
You have no room nor bed!
You,
You are the unknown evangelists,
And only in forgotten places,
May your footsteps be traced.....

No one noticed how the wasteland became woodland,
No one knew just how branches brought forth fruit,

No one understood why roses could bloom in the desert,
Or why rivers and streams flowed from barren ground,
No one was ever moved to recall

How the gospel spread from Europe to China,



Even less were they reminded of

Charles Spurgeon,

Martin Luther,
Dwight L Moody,
John Sung,

Or their salvation and service!
No one thought of raising monuments to your contributions,
Because,
You are the unknown,

The unknown evangelists!

OB, dear unknown evangelists!
My treasured and beloved brothers!
So much of your blood and tears
suffuse the work so valued in the eyes of our Lord,
So many instrumental servants flow from your finished work,
You called how many nameless souls into life,
Your prayers brought so many “days of revival”,
You,
You are the unknown evangelists!

You are treasured and beloved brethren!

Brothers,

| actually had thought of presenting you some gift,
But then my feeble talents were exposed,
Unable to write a line of poetry that expressed my thoughts,
Unable to daub a canvas and portray your soul,
Unable to draft a play that encompassed my admiration,
Less able, still, to compose an anthem to laud your spirit!
Yet as | thought of the sum of your life,
My heart could not but echo a response,
(Although we’ve never had a moment’s conversation,
Still we met frequently through prayer.)

Remembering your accomplishments | too became ecstatic,



Remembering your sufferings | too wept tears of sorrow,
So whenever | thought to raise my brush, | stroked nary a jot,

If I thought to sing out, my voice cracked, it came to naught!

F aced with your riches,
| felt paltry and poor;
Faced with your greatness,
| felt childish and cheap.
Today, | bave no gift at all,
Nor have | any good points to speak of,
| wish only to spend this “heart” among you,
By your side campaigning here, fighting there,
Until the day the Lord comes!

Brethren, Let us go!
Why fear that the way of the cross may become ever more difficult,
Our wills meeting hardship shall become only the more resolute!
Whenever we patiently complete this earthly journey,
And see the Lord of Grace face to face,
Take the pain of this life,

And recount it as a love offering before our Lord......



LC}?[/Z/ fotr

I oday the trumpet sounds again!

A greater battle awaits our advance,
Because just before the break of dawn

The world [ooms dark, difficult, and dreary ......

lsn’t it true, brother!
The winds and rain of this autumn’s eve
Dashed your sleepy dreams
A troublesome and melancholy net
Shrouded your heart.
When you look back upon the trodden path
The whole is full of potholes and rough patches,
Some defeats
Some victories
So many stone-cold heartaches
And still, so many shouts of praise.
The days passed like a gust of wind, a flash of lightning,
But now, just as you so yearned,
There is truly a need for some rest and reflection:
Because,
On the path ahead,
There are still more
Rugged patches,
Mire,
Thorns,
Unevenness,
And even greater
Potholes,
Hardships,
Difficulties,
And battle!



Yes,

Just before the break of dawn,

The world [ooms dark, difficult, and dreary.....
But we have already received ‘sonship’ from God,

And how can we know it was not for this very day!

B rethren!

Today, thick gloomy clouds
Have already darkened the sky!
Today, withered weeds
Have already fearfully choked the wilderness!
Today, the fangs and talons of a violent tempest
Are wildly clawing and scratching at the heart of this world;
Today, a savage thunderbolt
Is viciously striking the earth
Today, wolves in sheep’s clothing
Have already entered the church!
Today, everywhere prowling lions
Lie in wait along our path!
Today, let our banner
Be raised high!
Because demons are gathering their breed

To vainly wage all-out war at dawn’s eve!

Brother,
In the moment before battle,
There is truly a need for some rest and reflection,
But today,
The time is short!
Today,

We must bravely rise up!

Brother!

Today, let us proclaim:



Our numbers are not at all too few!
Today, let us refute:
Our path is not at all [onely!
Today,
Although there are many we have never seen,
They nevertheless,
Will join in spiritual alliance with us!
Because,
We all feel the same disquiet
And we all ook to the same Exemplar!

I oday,

In the village,

In the city,

In Chongging

In Beiping (now Beijing)

In so many places,

In every church
In the South,
In the North,
In the West,
In the East,

In China,
Avround the globe,
All contain numerous unknown evangelists
---- Our brethren!
lt’s an army without formations,

Quietly awaiting the Captain’s signal and command!
Brethren!

The time is short!

Today, let us say:

“Instead of waiting for the onslaught of the coming war,

Rather ----

Let us be first to set forth!”



B rethren!

Facing this tempest,
Let us bravely rise up!
Many brothers once lost their lives in North Africa,
Many brothers once buried their bones in South America,
Many brothers are now marching to Xinjiang and Tibet,
Many brothers are exploring the north and south of TianShan,
With their own blood they colored
Macedonia
Rome,
The Sahara Desert,
The jungles of Brazil,
They too are unknown evangelists,
They too are also our brothers!
Today,
The gospel has not been carried back to Jerusalem,
In shame should we face their brave spirits!
Brethren,
Today,
We cannot continue in quiet reflection or repose,

But rather let us be first to “Set Forth”!

Brethren!
Today,
The trumpet is truly sounding again,
An even greater battle awaits our advance,
Because,
When the world [ooms ever more dark, difficult, and dreary

We yet firmly believe, in the distance the dawn is already visible!



es,
With our own hands
we willingly relinquished the pleasures of this world;
We “freely” and willingly have taken up the path of hardship
To run!
Therefore,
We cannot then, lightly turn back,
Nor ever be blithely complacent!
Today,
At this moment before dawn,
We must arise,
And fight this last battle against the devil!
Brethren, arise!
In your own workplace!
Brethren, arise!
At your own post!
Brethren, arise!
While others have yet to notice!
Brethren, arise!
In places others have forgotten!
Today,
Let us, this formless army,
Form a torrent of praise and song:
“If you have a torch, raise a torch!

If you have some strength, bring it forth!”

Today, we should shout out:
“We'll return to the time of Jesus!
Heedless to Herod’s oppression,
Disdaining the hatred of priests!
And to death,
Focus on eternal victory!
Disregard,
Our reply to unjust abuse!



Today,
We will raise our banners high!
Let them wave,
Let them fly,
Let them face the sun,

Let them welcome the bright and shining King!

es,

Let the tempest quickly come!

Because,
When the world [ooms ever more dark, difficult, and dreary
We yet firmly believe, in the distance
The dawn is visible!

The dawn is visible!

1948.10.30 shortly before dawn



A MORE DETAILED ACCOUNT OF HOW
70 THE ONKNVOWN EVANCELIST MY BROTHER

CAME TO BE WRITTEN

The very first unknown evangelist | met was a missionary from
the China Inland Mission named Miss Onion. In order to
preach the gospel her entire life, she never married, and served the
Lord in a small city beside the Han River in Yang Xian, Shaanxi.
She was quite thin, wore the clothes of a Chinese peasant
woman, did not speak Chinese well, but like an elderly mother
she had a face full of kindness. She didn’t say a lot, but she [eft
you with the feeling that you just had to listen to her counsel. |
was led to put my faith in the Lord through her.

In 1943, during the Second World War, my village was occupied
by the Japanese. At eighteen | fled my home village, and made an
arduous journey of over 600 miles on foot, fleeing to Yang Xian,
Shaanxi which had a high school dedicated to accepting refugee
students. At that time | went often to the church where | got
to know Miss Onion. Although | went hungry daily, | had to
study night and day to prepare for entrance exams and my health
suffered. In the spring of the second year, seeing the hardships
of the nation, and the darkness in society, | deeply felt the
world meaningless and life so full of contradictions, and | often
found myself wandering at the edge of the Han River alone and
uncertain. More than once | found myself [ooking into the clear
water and wanting to throw myself in, at least | would have no

further worries!

At that time, Miss Onion cared for me like a [oving mother,
mentoring me, until finally | understood: | am a sinner! Much
pain and bitterness are produced from our sin! And so, turning
to God, | confessed my sins and repented. That summer, in the

waters of the Han River | was baptized in the Lord. Thanks to



God, that stretch of river did not become my grave, but rather

became the place symbolizing my death, burial, and resurrection

in the Lord.

After graduating from high school | decided to attend college,
and just before leaving | went to express my thanks to Miss
Onion and say goodbye. She used not quite fluent Chinese to
say: You don’t need to thank me, thank Jesus! She related that
a few months prior (just at the time | was despondently pacing
back and forth along the Han River), as she was in a deep sleep
late one night, she was suddenly awakened by what seemed to be
a voice calling my name. After being startled awake she realized
that | had not been to church for many weeks and she got up in
the middle of the night to pray for me. Thereafter, many times
she had sought to bring me before the Lord. When | heard her
say this, | was truly grateful, and not just a little startled. | don’t
know why the Lord saved me in this way. But | secretly resolved
that | would be a sincere Christian, and that whatever faculty |

was accepted into, | would proclaim the truth of Christ there.

In 1944, at the age of 19, | was admitted into what was then
China’s largest institute of higher [earning, the Central
University. Although | assumed the leadership of the Christian
Student Fellowship, even preaching at times during Sunday
services, in my heart | forgot about glorifying the Lord, and was
full of myself. | was making plans to become famous, hoping
in the not too distant future be like the dramatist Cao Yu, and
make a name for myself by producing a work in my twenties that
would make me an instant celebrity. And so on top of attending
“Exile.” In the

spring of 1945 the manuscript was already tens of thousands of

classes, | worked day and night on a drama

characters [ong when unexpectedly | was diagnosed with second
stage pulmonary pneumonia. At that time there was no medicine
to treat this disease. lt felt just as though | had received a death

sentence, and | blamed everyone (and cursed my fate]. In the



summer of that year | attended a spiritual formation conference,
and under the grace of God’s light, | saw my arrogance,
selfishness, uselessness, and poverty. Together with many
brothers and sisters, over a period of several days upon a hillside,
| found myself tearfully confessing and repenting of sins deep into
the night. At that time | truly felt that as the Lord had died for
me so | should live for the Lord and | dedicated myself before the
Lord.

My student fellowship group at the time had about 20-30
members. Our campus was forty i (a little more than 12 miles)
from the city center, transportation was poor, and the only way
to get from the city to our campus was by foot, so it was very
difficult to invite pastors to come and preach. There was a man
we called “Uncle Lu" around that time who was the general
manager and chief engineer in a company. He was then about 50
years old, but from time to time he would nevertheless walk those
miles to help us (of course we couldn’t pay him anything), he was
another of the unknown evangelists |’'ve met and he once taught

me a hymn, the hymn goes like this:

Without complaint the root of the tree
Buried beneath where none can see.

Day and night food su‘pplics,

Til withering, it dies.

Let branch, leaf, and fruit the Lord glorify.
Love seeks not its own.

Love seeks not its own.

Perhaps because of the influence of Uncle Lu, perhaps | was
inspired by that hymn, “Without Complaint”, that summer
under several plantain trees, | burned all my manuscripts. As the
mountain breezes blew the paper ash into the surrounding grass,
it really looked like a pile of dung. My heart was filled with joy,
as if lightened of the burden of sin.



In late autumn, | clearly heard the Lord’s call to pray and
proclaim the gospel. Under the Lord’s guidance, | took a break
from my studies for a year and returned to Yang Xian. | began to
serve there, [iving a life of faith. Miss Onion had to leave Yang
Xian because of illness, returning home to recuperate. | heard a
China Inland Mission missionary say Miss Onion’s arthritis
was extremely severe, and people had early on urged her to leave
Yang Xian’s damp basin, but she continued to say “My work
here is not finished.” | don’t know whether the Lord allowed her
to finish the work with my perverse and obstinate person, but |
assume her work was completed. Nevertheless, she had indeed
left Yang Xian around the time | dedicated myself. So | went back

and continued her work among the youth.

In the winter of 1945, the number of Christian students appeared
to be increasing greatly, but suddenly, at the end of the year, |
began coughing up blood. In the spring of the following year, |
stopped coughing blood, but | was penniless and | had to ask
someone to quietly sell my winter clothes to meet my daily needs.
Prior to going out to preach, my studies had been going well and
fellow students and friends were quite eager to help me. But after
| quit my studies to preach the gospel, especially after | began
coughing up blood, my old friends distanced themselves from
me. People just didn’t understand, some made fun of me, even

pointedly mocking me.

At this time, a female non-Christian student with whom | had
already formed a deep friendship before | was baptized, and whom
| genuinely respected, suddenly sent me a letter inviting me to live
near her so | could recuperate from my illness, explaining that she
could be close to ook after me. But she desired that | not continue
my zealous preaching of the gospel. | understood her feelings. She
was thoroughly prepared to stay with a second stage pneumonia
patient, and she conveyed her desires. | had hoped for this kind of

[ove before | believed in the Lord. In the midst of poverty, illness



and self-loathing, this kind of love is very precious. | felt at the
same time both joyful and unsettled. For | was purchased by the
blood of the Lord, and called to preach His saving grace. | could
never abandon the Lord’s way for human affection. During those
days my inner struggle was intense. Finally | decided that at this
stage of my spiritual journey | could only “press on forward” and
never “turn back”! I could not remain undecided and leave myself
any road back, neither could | allow the person | respected to
harbor this affection for me. So | firmly expressed my commitment
to my faith, and decidedly yet thankfully declined her gracious
offer. From this point on | broke off all communication. During
this period, | was not without heartache, yet the Lord’s great love

became even dearer and deeper.

Afterwards, as my health recovered a bit, | would sometimes go
swimming, or walk a few miles on small roads to various high
schools to preach the gospel. At the time | walked past village
after village and market town after market town. Although it was
titing, after a few months it seemed that the number of believers
in every high school had increased. Some of these went on to
study in seminary, some became well respected youth [eaders,
which far exceeded my expectations. Thanks be to God, He
knows my weaknesses and enabled me to taste the joy through

bitterness.

In the summer of 1946, a few more unknown evangelists came
through Yang Xian for spiritual conferences. They were students
in the Northwest Bible Institute. At the time all instructors and
students at the schools had developed “gospel preaching teams,”
determinedly going into the borderlands and wilderness areas to
preach the gospel, in order to take the gospel back to Jerusalem.
In their group was a brother, who had changed his name and was
now called Mecca Zhao Maijia, whose aspiration was to take the
gospel to the Islamic holy city of Mecca. For a few days we talked
late into the night. They taught the young believers in Yang Xian

a hymn:



Arise! We go!

Casting all aside, taking up the cross,
n the Lord’s fbofsteps, unto Cafvayy,
Arise! We go!

After the fall of 1946, many of my elders in the Lord encouraged
me to complete my studies so that in the future | would be better
prepared to preach the gospel to intellectuals. Under the impetus
from many, | did return to the university and continued my
studies. Unexpectedly, after undergoing an x-ray, the pneumonia
in my lungs appeared completely healed! In those days the only
treatment for pulmonary pneumonia that led to improvement
was quiet rest. And here | bad been always on the move, running
ceaselessly over the hills. That | ever recovered was truly a
miracle. This made me feel even more convinced that this wisp of
life and breath was a gift from God, and it impelled me to try to

use my strength to live for the Lord as a response to God’s grace.

le was either in the winter of 1946, or, the spring of 1947 that |
finally met up with a few workers, such as Zhang Guquan, the
group leader, and sisters Liu Xiuyuan and Zhang Meiying, from
the Northwest Spiritual Group. Like the Back to Jerusalem
Evangelistic Band, they left home and family, relationships,
everything, and traveled to the western borderlands of China
to preach the gospel; with the same determined spirit: to take
the gospel back to Jerusalem. A few of them went on by foot.
That year, of those who desired to travel to western China to
evangelize, not one received a salary, and none knew about the
others, yet without coordinating amongst themselves, they all
looked after one another: without complaint, without going into
debt, and even [ess turning to begging from others in order to
journey Back to Jerusalem. After this, and for a long period of

time, | would kneel every night by my bed and pray for these



quietly serving workers. Slowly the Lord’s leading became clear to

me, | myself should serve as they did.

Throughout 1946, Mrs. Paul Contento took an interest in me, and
she actively and repeatedly mentioned that she wanted to help
Brother Teng Jinhui and me to travel to Britain to study at the
University of Edinburgh. After brother Teng Jinbui returned from
study abroad at Edinburgh, he became greatly used by the Lord
as Rev. Philip Teng. But, still impelled by the many unknown
evangelists in the rural areas and borderlands, | expressed my
thanks and declined that gracious offer from my elder. | thank
God that | was allowed to remain in China, or the poem “To the
Unknown Evangelist, My Brother” would have been entrusted

by the Lord to someone else.

After this, the professor who was my thesis advisor wanted me to
assist him in writing a book, “Character of Thought Formation”.
At the time, this kind of student-professor collaboration was
greatly sought after, because once the manuscript was finished,
immediate publication was assured. Although your name comes
after the professotr’s, you are nonetheless a published author and,
supported by the professor, you could continue on as assistant
professor or pursue your master degree. lt would constitute
an easily achieved “good thing.” But after several days of
prayer, | was fully unsettled. | figured his book would be quite
comprehensive and would occupy a great deal of time to prepare
materials. | was fully committed to serve the Lord at this point.
| just didn’t have the time to devote to scholarly research, so a
few days later | thankfully declined his offer. This was completely

unexpected and | can still remember his shock at the time.

| felt | had overcome, and was ready be used as the Lord pleased.
But unbeknownst to me, even greater spiritual struggles were in

store.



During the year of 1947, | discovered there were a few so-called
“preachers” who were clearly not preaching because of love
for the Lord, they saw spreading the gospel as an occupation.
Nonbelievers called these people “rice bowl Christians.” At that
time, | thought in my heart, how can | mix with these people,
working alongside them “preaching the gospel”! Furthermore, in
the winter of 1947, | already suspected that China’s government
would undergo a great change. The years of civil war might lead
to a godless government assuming power. After the change in
government, if one fervently and prayerfully preached the gospel,
one could encounter very grave difficulties, even dangers. If instead
one sought a profession after graduating, and preached the gospel
in one’s spare time, it might go a bit easier. In fact, in the back of
my mind | was contemplating retiring from serving the Lord. But
each time this thought arose, my conscience rebuked me and | felt

stricken.

Later when | was in Shaanxi preaching the gospel, a brother
believer wrote me, asking if | would come during the New Year
of 1948 to his school to preach for three days. At the time this
brother was the fellowship leader and | thought the work would
surely go smoothly. | never imagined that there would be an
obstructionist “pastor” there who created grave problems during
the first day’s meetings. | was deeply despondent, and got up at
dawn on the second day and went by myself into the countryside
to fast and pray. But as | exited the city gate, | found myself

drowned in my own self pity.

That day, in order to find a quiet place | walked southward
along a narrow levee. It was a cold winter morning, the fields
stretched without end. There was no one else around. The first
rays of the morning sun cast my shadow a long, long way, and
with every step | took, my shadow also took a step, if | stopped,
my shadow stopped, another step and my shadow took another

step, all of which only seemed to increase my sense of loneliness.



| unconsciously began to sing a few hymns. But some of the
normally deeply moving verses became expressions of resentful,

tear-filled complaint. For example, a few lines were:

Tve already abandoned all and taken up the cross to follow Jesus
The pleasure, fame and riches of this world are now rubbish to me
Why does my heart tremble and ﬁaar, and with hand to p[ow turn to look back?

Seeing the road ahead is crowded with thorns, besieged on all sides fay dark clouds,

Theway of the cross becomes ever more difficult,
and as those that shared His bread lifted their heels against Him...

Then my spirit was weak and my heart could not stop wave after
wave of thoughts flooding in about returning to the “world.” |

truly felt it was all too much for me!

My feet plodded along slowly, the tears flowed as from a spring
and trickled onto the path before me. Although the levee was
narrow, | didn’t lose my footing, and treading on my own tears,
| walked along step by step. The scenery only deepened my

despondency and | felt myself mistreated to a point most pitiful.

lt was at this time that Satan buffeted me greatly: “Give up! It’s
not too late to turn back, you’re a university student, after you
graduate you can get a good job, who would blame you? Why
should you seek bitterness like this!” This period of mute spiritual
warfare, truly was more ferocious than days of continued battle

with flying bullets and clouds of smoke!

The wild winter landscape was full of weeds, the morning breeze
rustled the front of my long coat and | felt even more desolate. |
don’t know how long, as | cried and sang hymns, that | continued
slowly walking that long narrow rugged strip of levee, | only
remember my voice became a great wail, a bitter [ament to

heaven.



Thank God, He did not leave me an orphan. When | had
calmed down a bit, suddenly there seemed a flash of light
in my heart, somehow | saw the footsteps of the Lord Jesus
walking to Jerusalem in His time. | fully understood: Jerusalem
held Gethsemane, Calvary, and the dreadful cross. But He
nevertheless “set His face” toward Jerusalem! Although the road

is narrow, the Lord Jesus has already walked it before us. (Lk g:51,

535 19:38)

Moreover, not only the Lord Jesus himself, but all those who
faithfully followed the Lord through the ages walked this road.
And those missionaries on the borderlands that | remembered
each night, they were now walking this road of hardship. With
these many ancients before us, there must be many to come
hereafter! At that time all | could see before me was a road
already filled with rough places, and a boundless battlefield filled
with Christian soldiers. On the field of battle myriads of gospel
warriors marched forward in song! As one body among such an
onrushing great gospel army, | could only feel myself small and
unworthy. Why feel hurt or alone? A sinner saved by the Lord’s
grace, and on top of that, to shoulder the yoke with the Lord, this

was the Lord’s grace, why feel mistreated and pull back?

At that time | continued to sing hymns amid tears, but they were
no longer tears of despair, but were tears of joy and thanksgiving.
He had pulled me up out of the valley of darkness.

In the latter part of October of 1948, | felt the need to write a
short poem to encourage myself and steel my will, and | began
to write “To the Unknown Evangelist, My Brother.” Before |
penned this poem, | had never written a hundred line poem, nor
ever had any plans to write something like “To the Unknown
Evangelist, My Brother” However, | never thought that after |
began writing | would feel it was not | who was writing, or that |

would not be able to put down my pen. The deeds and images of



many, many nameless preachers seemed to appear before my eyes,
and | wept with them, shared their past defeats and victories,
giving thanks together, calling out to one another to run the race
set before us. It was as if hand in hand with them, heart melded
to heart, in mute communication, they detailed one after another
testimony and experience. | felt just like a chronicler, using line
after [ine of poetry, to record a series of scenes, and a language
of the heart rarely known to men. During those few days | was
completely exhausted, lost my appetite and any desire for sleep
and when | reached halfway, it was quite clear that this was not
being written just to give me encouragement, but was a work
entrusted from God, and only when | had written the last [ine
did 1 feel free of a heavy burden. lt was already past midnight,
the heavens were dark and silent, awaiting the appearance of the

morning star......

I am thankful that God used this poem. Through this poem,
God was using a human hand to unroll the picture scroll of many
nameless evangelists. A small person unrolling a picture scroll

amounts to, what?

After | finished this poem, | didn’t dare to sign the author’s
name to it, | simply asked a brother to make a copy for me.
Later it was printed by others but included the author’s name,
which really was not what | had planned. It was only after this
printing had been out for three years that | finally saw a copy
in the borderlands. | was anxious to scratch out the authot’s
name. | continued to maintain that the poem was dedicated to
the nameless preachers, yet there was the authot’s name printed
on the volume --- it was completely ridiculous! But since the
situation was already like this, there was really nothing to be
done. | could only ask that the Lord’s mercy cover me. Even today,
| don’t know how the original publishers obtained the manuscript,
or how they ascertained the author’s name. That is something 'l

know when | see the Lord.



In the winter of 1948, | and a few brothers and sisters went out to
the southwest borderlands of Yunnan to preach the gospel. For the
next few decades | experienced the valley of the shadow of death,
many times coming close to death, but | didn’t die. | can only ask
that the scarred hands of the Lord continue to support me, even to

my last footsteps in the wastelands of this human world.

God was doing a marvelous work in this [and of China.He
first discarded, ended or destroyed all works of human hands.
And once He cut them all down, He rebuilt and replanted them
Himself. He didn’t use famous preachers, but instead worked
through the myriad unknown evangelists. Every time | hear
the testimony of the new generation of unknown evangelists, |
myself once again am greatly encouraged: | often feel after all
these years, the things | have done for the Lord have been too few.
Therefore | feel | want to go again and not turn back, but rather

diligently move forward.

These past decades, God has led me to many cities overseas.
In every city quite a few Chinese have settled, even places like
Thessalonica, Puteoli, the Three Taverns, the marketplace of
Appius, Joppa (now called Tel Aviv), all cities once recorded in
the Bible, or like Dubai on the Arabian Peninsula, they all have
established Chinese churches. Yet the field is large and the
workers are few. | often come before the Lord and ask God to
raise up more and more unknown evangelists to preach the gospel
among my countrymen, and to evangelize the people of every race
and place, this is the mission of contemporary Chinese churches.
A few years ago, a fellow worker said: “wherever the sun shines,
the Chinese are sweating, wherever the moon shines, the Chinese
are shedding tears.” Afterwards, Pastor Morley Li Xiugquan
added a few words: “l hope wherever the sun shines, the Chinese
are sweating to preach the gospel and wherever the moon shines,

the Chinese are weeping in prayer.”



May the gospel torch of many brothers and sisters far exceed my
own feeble light, and may they be used to a greater extent by the
Lord. I also wish to diligently follow those who are forging ahead

with torches ablaze. Amen.

Bian Yunbo, Farmington Hills, M1, November 2012



D (B ESHEEE)

AEREBERFTE, —NIU/\FEERFERPRAR, =
AEFFR, FAMMRENE, MEENBBRID. HSHH
BUNREERZORD, BEESKIBEFETLC. HRK
BEBEHA, LPBEERHEEN, RERE: “HISTE
@, MEEESNDREBNDERS. W (B THh20) B85
SCHOERNBUR. tMEET-AEI, TER MR, Big]la
DEGRRIMBNERY TIF. AEMNEE, TEmMILEES
SBREK, BERSERIENER.

ANOOEFARESRNREBMSEEE), REDEEAS,
HERARESEENRLEME LERERNER. BRE,
EREEREENNE, £BBIER. BSERAORE, K
REESOA, SBETFEAXZTFTEE. 58—HE=E
B4, —EREZEENE. MEEESES “Ba. Bk
TSERIREM” A DMAZRERODNIMMENSL. EB
NEMEMEERE—EE, BETRERNPHEALHES?
ERTSEBRMANNE, BESRRIEN, HMABEZE
B, BETRE, UHFICR, MEBIVZN, OfReImE
OERERR:  WAER, BEEH.

ESNAERSPLERASEAEPBEAR ERINEFE
S

183 (David H. Adeney)

—NATFENELBERREE



REFEXEFES

(RicHE2EEE—HHER) BRA1948F10RKRR

—B5v. &), FEBR—BRGRAUBSCIEREEBE,
AR EARIESNEEE BRHAE. AR, REHERE
g, PEHSERNE, MEENEE, BERMEER
. Bk AL, WOENBEE—REE+DER.

BERE) TECH, STBTHMAEHITERS LoV, S
BEEOESEASKRER LHFESHNBES. 8FHR
EEsRE, BERANRIHRDNVBES BHEMRES. B
WS PREMARDEAR, REE0BRISIEV R,
BEXHRE—&, BFTOEELSE—OUMEcik MR, —8
R—ENR. Ry —RKE, AneeEE—88%5,
MEEERARERILERN WS, BHTUN—1BS
I, P EAEUERERORE), IEXEVERIERE, @
IHR—OER, B—RK; EEABRAR ITHMAKTMEL, K
SEOER, SLEKBEEER. BATREEBRIERS
HTRRAE? BREFR XA TR,

RtEHy—E%R%E, BN EKRIEPBIEIIEE
BEEE. hTh, BREHAE, 2BXNR—F. IHEH+
FH, SREFIERAHNERE, ERoE—&: I=,
AWUTHRE, NNUTONER, BMNEAZRAERE (B
54:10) ., B—IFFERS, HRHT, BESPEH, #PE
&, BRMEF BPIREREBERTEVHEK, FREMR
OF=sS (5534:8)



NTRER, WERE—E5N, BB 5AIETEEERE
B, EREZRMNER. BBERNA, REERR, B85
o

REAE, WoodfinB5iBiEE vl S R, BiEE5EPE
HSRENEENESERERNT. —BFE, 5FoHE
EOESEEE, APEEH T ERREE, RERFIRR
ERIMPIBEES, OIS L8R SKEHWRIR, BEsf
IHLEEENESEEE, RESRENVET]. NEVINER
TIEEE; B—8/)\5%, BERZRMGITMIE.

BREBFTNEET Z =%, RAKEIT/\T/\& . &t
FARE—EKRS, MEXEEEEHP. BFERrhkfI
K, BolSEHBREEC, BINREDA. RREIREAR
NEE, RAZRETHE, DAFIDNESBLMEEEm,
REBE, WEEBVHER, FIfFT!



RSB BIEH
—HBIE R

(1948.10.30)



(—=>

—
£ RPIRZRHONSHE,
ANEEEURSHR. 8. WE

MR
FTHE S 1REVEiES
HTEAEIRAVAE
AR 5 1REILR 5
DEBRNEE L,
FRERESBYRIIFIAR ;
(S GUESE
HOROVIERS,
Z/DRANRES,
WEZ/DROETINE,
B ERMEERMBR T,
a€as,
PARWNTATAR M,
BEF2R2NBLEE;
THIENEE L,
BEEZHIITNAYE,
B2, BEF0EE,
289,
SRR ZARERERHE,

ANEEEUESHR. BRI, WS,



BZ,
IRaliSktRIE :

r2EcHF
HIOWR ML=,

EECHI
HIVAISHER D REE

[ED | BFRABHER,
TS,

eRit
AERAEERTECH 86 |

AL,
B2HIIRX—TITHERNINER,

EEESBZMHLIE,
MEE—@BRNRE!

ZEEBSJ, eSS
(HITHSHREER)
=I—X,
RARE) 5 BV EAL !
HOSTR
R
MES eS8,
e S MEREVEUR,
HRABEIRE
B @&S ......

=89, 357!
(REMERER)



B —X,
M= THEE,
BT 858N+
M 5|
FRSEEEERHVEEER,
ERIIETEE, BEISXKI

1 )\, £ET
EEES
S T ER LIMERBEIEY;
EEES
S5 T HECRIMERENS8,
IFAIMBALEIEEY:
[ BRECHFH NS
AR
BN
E,
FI2EE;
ERECHBES8
BE TRENES

R, HET
BIMtasEnTEE LB,

R T IBZEEBEFENER!

IMERFI S AR
FREEEBVAMER A SRIMEM
BERBREORE,

R, ARCHIMAZIEL -



FBe, MBS
fELL RS EEEERVR R,
ERAIFPEE, HEISXK!

1’/]-\' =

RESHIBERR T RANES,
ERBHO 5 REBMAENREE!

RS BPERRHA L CREESTRPEESR,

IMANBIEE MR —RIRIBVE S
MR CEHh. B
IWEFPLZES |« STEHTE,
B2 BIMER)

Foe, MBS
8 T DEHVR,
a5 =/ DO,
weC S MERESRESR,
BASIRBEEREIEL];
EE— BRI X — B,
EE—EREEX—BRE,
FR—REE—R BT
O
P e Ny
—SR—SREVEIIHIREREVRR;
BIRRENRE
SHERVE8
UEHNESBER,



A—Ktt—REHE,
—RH— R

B, e
ERER T EENER,
BANRE—REUTE,
R—EBSEE R R,
SREFEE, EESK)

BZ, SX
malEZ kRS2 |

ERIFR AR,
ANEEEURESHR. B, WS-

B, MEMEESIEREST |
2/ DT SRR <,
2/ DEFRIRFBIRER 5 1RBVERZ ;

I,

E— KRR SO,

585,

HAE—RRIOAEIT . b

Bir—7=%R85 |
ERETEEIL0ER,

ETEECHE
NEZND

E, IMEAEEHRES T



R BRRFMIOR,
MECHEN SRS
AREEMBENE 5|
BENERSBISRHEXRTE,
2H T RREBRMIRTTH;
[ER ] BIMYREENR,
BEREW SITHEE.
WESWVEERTE,
R IEHRSEEETE,
M ——8RERBYNEE ;
RSTESAFIRERRN [ 8058 ] ,
[N B RN RE IR,
BE—RRAE,
WRE—BRR- -

SR,

ESARMIEA: ey bR o
ERRASE L,

DA BRSSP EINRE,

BERESREBMNRER,
MEBAEEMO TR,
BE—XERT!
BB HINIAR SRS,
fERE)
s
IEVTEIBE -
[RECHFHILR T E=5;

ZEECHHIEINEE #ENEEE ERFERE



AL,
EEEBIURX—TTHRRILER,
EBESSSMILE,
MEEX—HENRE! J




(=)

=0eRE—x,
IR T T
EOOERSHCIE,
THEEPHBRRmE. S5
9\ R E R RIS
BRRETANE—F VAR,
DAV BE R RS T BRI,
BATHSITED, AMRIMLE L
EREE [ERH | OISR
BN,
RE AR,
TGRS, 5 AW,
TR T TR
SRERREBOETIE,
BRI L BT R
e KR T EENS
HTBORTI—BETINE,
RE, FETBHEREIE,
IR BRI TR
T, SEEE—HIIE,
IR T RREEIE

TRy 8 T B RSB INE,

BN EESER IR FLIOY
IR ERR!
-
[ HRIUEEHE?



SEBRIFIEIE?
MFEBZL DER R ENIRE,
HBIMERIVIEERERE
EERR I BRNEERETRE? - J

3, 7ean s,

1R BB 5 + 2R,
BRI EARE T 5 SRR,
B RBAES T EOEH,
CRFEENERSFECNEY,
EREIE, ASETECNER,

FsEERTaC 5 INEE,
FHIRPIBIRERIMEE 8R4
IMIREMIRE B FIDES . D,
MRV EE S HIFAFIEZNRE !
SR, ETET
BERRUMM TS,
TEEHRIMIER 5 TR
SRR ARG,
AUE, 58, NESHER. BRE. WS

Z/DERVEEERS,

RS DB EEIRE,
2/ DEEENEEH,

R/ DEEVERR;
igigi, MEREEey,

BREEERMEALPR,



EE—IRIAE N\ L,
WA BAIBE, B

{IR-srmmz rars) ome,
ROVREEE. RORTE
BA, BEBRREOEIEN!
ST, (8

RS ES

BElEt FREmY, B

B R ITRAMIE 0/ 2P,
—ESRROE,
—ERREe,
—BSERRTRETIE,
B RARE R

OFEREVERS L,
R BT ;
BEAREIKI,
WBERREVERS,
2/ DRV,
HBEZ/DREVERITSRG ;
BHRBVRIE -
Fim 5 22BYNIIAIEN ;
— BRI LIF#RELS,
BRENSE 5 FENRR!
milsS, EREKRME S |
ISERMIE S
BEERIMBARESE



TE 7
E—REERIET |
SN SR
RS E RIS

BifsR: [ERERIREZBESES,

REVEEEFIARIE TP,
RE, (MELEmoNERae,

NER SITRERHMINES ;
BRSSPI 2SUSS,
BiE—R

BRSO A -

Sx, BENERBIERIR,
WMENRENEDIEHIT SR,

Kig FRRELR TENZE,

~~~~~~ Kbz T —H SR F0RES,
thE—#aVEILAEE -

EFEFRREONBENRE,
RUIBBERER T EHE

rE, B8, ROREREMTER,

MBI —DEE?
=R, BAINEETSARE,
IRASHS, BFIBVREQSIHE

MEESB=1A BH, F—EESR,



ZDORBEER, FDEHEHERIFEIT
RSN, JB T TR EBVEKE,
RSN, BEE ST BIEHFHM;

SR, FIRE T MABVERAEE,
HBFERNEBEN TaEs;
AER—RITREM D 5 ADEH,
AR —RIRGIIE 5 X 00JEE;
HES 78] EEAIREE,

, HBRFRLHINRFEROVES;
RS ITNBRASE, WEREE T Mo,
BIEIE=/ DSt EIEGEM N J

=

EﬂT
=

ar
A
=

B
B
B
B

i
A
=

a
4
=

ar
A
=

S
S
S
S
S
S
S

B
B
B

=

1
1
1
1T,
1
1
1
1

ar
A

(ST DNDREABNEES I,
D NEHKARENERL. 43,
ZDONEHSEN T BEANZE,
2OE. TDEEENNREESIR,
D NERISIRISEMIRZE 5 0;
SIRERETTRNLOVEE)

RALEE! ]

s, ws,

RNFR

IRELRE = TR

{REREERIR—EIEED

FENRRIATSE,

IRBE ORISR
REMEARRE,
RBRBETER



BSX, SREFIERBIMEIVE?
RS iERER, BHRRNNRESEE? J

(%S, #5
REVARR !
SR E [F ] TERETRNFE (1R Eos!
FRFEH DEERSE
REER TSR
MRS EBOVNER [,
BEEEZ0 TS
BEIFSRILMEBE,
BE—EROXEHAER?
NEHAERIB? - J

~~~~~~ e B RIRE T T DS
X LRI T ITRIEEIRES
FET BRSBTS EA,
(eI RS
TEEICETAEREE,
BEEER. TRE. ERE
AV AIRTE FER,
EEFTHMWY
FEEK, BRTEE- -

AESEANERZOEENTR,
WSEIEIB RN S R HVEEHD:
[ BESDREH, BUERE;
HEREMEND, FORERR!



Bx, BHE, BEKKEER,

ERBEOE, BIDAET

HeE—RBCHER] T+,
T HEXAB!

1en—xe,
rEBAEER, BNEF

HAER T EEVER)
BAEE—ROERR,

TEARES SR,
CREEHTNTTHINTE,
BB RS LA
B, B E T,
BEEEE LR,

ETRE! |



(=

WS EENRER,
IRXAER T2/ DBVEE |
F8 T EHNVR,
a3 TIRILN;
BT —EREX — B4,
BT —EEEX —EEE;
FR—RE—REEEY
BEH#
EERE
=N
—sR—SREVAMBIAEREVER;
BIRRERE
SHIBOVEAR
OEHESNBE,
AR—R—XIER
—RE—XMER

2211 5 =/ DEVTAE,
R T/ DEVRI,
2/ DAY SRR 5,
2/ DEFBRMBIER 5 1REVE.
I,
E— AR BIOT,
B,
WAE—RRIES. Ed)
BBENEGBERME,

)



BETRBEMRIH;
BB BIMRENIER. B2,
REBY B ] HElE S IROVLEFISEE)
BIF—3 B35 !

BHBTRNEW,

NIEERBRNER ST,

ETTEHCBE

NEZEXNEd

%Rﬁ!

MPIZREERNED,
PRI TRIEBIRIT
MPIRRESNELR,
P B B EN=0VRAE |
IMPIRADER I IIEREET,
MAREdwse 5
&8
744
Hof7
FEE
BE LBARIMPFOEE,
ElenEFER 0B RITNESE,
HSOVRETIY) EROLBImEML,
EREH) [ AWENFI ] BIEEE
ERBIMHRUIAES!
{miPe
P ERYEE S|



QEER A BRI
SRR

BBEABINEE ZUIHER 5 M
PEANEERRBWEGSEH 5 R
BENABRAEIDEERR 5 RR?
BEABRH BRI DR 55000
BBEAZBOE
SSWEHIBEVIEEIPEI?
FRENE™
gmE
i
Rid
RiHED
HPHSIHADZERIBUAEIE
/zﬁ)\mﬁﬁﬁ%ﬁﬁ%%a%ﬂ“ BIAE,
AR, MPIEHEZE
BE2HEES|

ﬁﬁ\%m BEET |
BEAMAENRT !

2/ DBBRN T IFE2FEIMISIIR,

2/ DB FRVEAPIRIMHEREISE T ;

IRPI0UZ/ D AR BN EREE 5 a8,

IRPIBVER SARZ/D [FHBVEE ]

14Pa,

IR 2E2NEE ST

MR REI=MEEL |



ES
BARETREAGIT—RE50,
BRItAIREL 5 BUTERHE,
BRAE—THFORERRBOILE,

HEANE—REREBBLIMEVELR;

HRAE—BEAYUZRERBVSUT,
BENE— S REBRZE S IMEVSE S |

NREBINRNEE,
HEONEAZRHHIS,

(HERIIERE— ROV,

RMASSPERFISEASE. )

BENTBINFA NS AEMEE,
BENFNERBE S ORMBRME,

P,
BEHRCERRE DS
R BRIEH R LS RIRE !

B sz imrsoes,
REEED] @R,

B RPSEK
REEEETH,

S, BTE— S,
(B BT

ROBRIDET [0 ) TR,
et

AR



B! BFIER!
ABTSFARE SRS EANEE
FEFIBVINES) SR EHNES |
R ERMZIERIE S ET
MR EEHEERER,
BIE—E05E
= IBARR A EEAD -




q:p,

S s RHnET |
—BEANBRIESRERPIE AR
ERERIFREIERRIE,

AR, ENMESUR. B, WS-

B, N=20E?
SKEMNEANFT

FIRE S {REH B0V,
—ESERDIEIRBIAS

B S RBYINL 5
IMDREEBRVEEE,

% ERERIITFIARTE
HEIRBVRAN,

BROVEES;
ZDORIVNKFRZ,

WA/ DREVEREAIRE,
B ERMEERIMER T,
BSX,

PR LNRETAS D

ERRERABINENLE

HEEE

BEEEIIGIE
D
FHImR
FORIE,



(SN

W&
ERE
RO
28,
éﬁ@%’\?&%%ﬁ%ﬂﬁﬁ% =,

ANEERURESHR. BEE. WS-
BIFIE ?L%EB’]?EKBM o,
MRHAER T SKIE?

%%ﬁ

B &mﬁ’ﬂﬁﬁﬁ?%f ;
SX, B8
EERIRNER 5 TR
SR, RENMF
[EAERAT HOTEHTIE A BE0RIAE;
SR, RENGER
RS TREES!
SR, REFREIIR
EERATHS,;
SR, mitosL0UsveE:
EAERERFIDNERBNZE!
SR, BRPIEVEE
eSS EEERIE!
RRBEFIXRBESMIINTH
SEREARPRIIMAE TS

HIH%



ESp
EVEEERI—Z,
EERER ABTRBAZE,
BSX,
iSESe I = Rl
SK,

BFISBEUERAIE!

a%% !
SK, UBRFIRES:
BAIAB R
SK, IUBFIRER:
BBV TR —REBAER

SK,
HREFIDNRBRE,
B,

AR — RIS IO B RESHABHE |
B EERNEM !
PRI ER—EIR=F !
SK, TN
TR
BB
AR
A2/ OHEREE
AB—BHEEP
£/
A
08
£



e
EEHEFE,
HasrEonBEEs —RMNER
BR—ZERTHEI,
REBSETHNFR5S

%%1

BIREEAD S
SK, BHFIRR:
[EREGRAODES B RV,
RifAd
—8rEE |

ESp
HHEEEAREE,
SBEUINEARIE

Fhe, HeRIE!
2/ MEFB BB o AL TE,
2/ MEFB BB SR RAE;
2/ MEB T RIS FTE P07k,
2/MBEBTIEARRAIEIL,
HPIFRBECHIMARAL 5
ESSUIE
HISRIBIADE
BURECTEBVERIA,
P EKIERRINEEE,



PIBEERIEER IR |
SR,
BEEEE0ZIEREES,
BPIEZRIL MIRE OIS |
ES!
SR,
B EEBSBNE,
EREGRZR [0 | SEIWREVEZFE,
A 0FA I (38 08!

ang
SX,

SERENIN—RKIRERK S,
—EEANEEAFGEHIE LAIR.
BEFI—FHAREREG;
BR,
BALBHENMER. R, WBOFZ,
BIEEYS, RPEEETR S|
=0
ERFIECHFH N TE LHZS,
BRI (B8] NS HOER C2REE
AL,
BRI ZIRE,
BB S U |
S,
EEAI—4l,
BB
FERIF—REEEE!



B, mese)

RSN TS

B, {MEAE)
FEfRES AL |
50, IR

S APOER B HEFINER]

$5, MREIE)

FEAPHER T 6075

SR,

ERPIE— SR
ESR— AR, e,
[ RAIEER R
B NBSH—H NS

SX, BIEBLE

[ BPERETERER

REFSEANE,

FESDFRE!

3R,

KB |

FERIR,

A |
X,

EERMNEREE R
UEER,

e,
IEEEEAR,
UEEDITHBANEE



289,
USRERTIR LR F0E |
BB,
BAUBMEMR. B UBIEE,
HPIEE(E,
RAVNEETR!
BEJR!

FJE19484-10 A 30 B FLaf — ik
( £JE20134F 8 AAR3T)




"Rt EERE N

(R EEHEEE s )
R EXRBHRR

BMRENENHEZNEES, ENUSHRESE TR
MEL (Miss Onion) , MR TEE—ERIE, APEIRIGS
FETFENWFRRSE T, BB, FEPERNRE
K§,$H%@ﬁx%,E%@—ﬁ%%ﬁ—%ﬁﬁmﬂﬁ
WHEAZ, TERAREACENBWNES; BB
(SE=E0N

1943, F_REFRAEBEE, FOBEELARGE T +/\
AOVFOLEE TRE, DILRIE, HTTMTES, REPRIEEF
F—TSPINBRCRENPSES, HIRBHE TR L,

BRHBRRREEHAPED, BRITEBERSE, XEEEH
REE, PILISERE. B_F5XK, REBDHSESE, 136E
BRH; ZRABAEER, A\ERmTPE, E8—BAEE
JLig CIHEHHD, NEL—JBEBFARRELIN, W8, &£
E—HAFBERERIE 5 IR?

HERI 53, RETHSSEREENGL, HEESN
ITEEFE. ESFHNERRS, EEEHBE0S. B2
PIENERE, RBHFOVBBEAMABMNHORR, P,
EE@@T%ﬁE%iﬁ?imtmL%oﬂﬁiﬁé 2N
RERG, BRVERANERBECET. BE, RHLHEE
SEIEINE. S, BRERNEEE: R2EFEA 5F
INTREAZNECHEREZERYN | RILHBFEEN, 5
@31, PFEX, WERLIESABE. BAE, BHODR



BRRARE M, RMMRRGHEEDN. BF. BX
H89,.

SPEERRREEEAR, RITAFRORZMEALSH
el WHAARANNPEESR: “MRAREI, AR
B~ wse, AIARBR (EMEREE LR CERELLEER
2D , B—R¥RWEANENFIR, RRE—EEEER
REN—RIVIIESENDS . WEEZBIRBL&ERS
ERET, BERERRBEF S LBXEREIE, BHSE
BOEARl. BRIBLHDE, BFERE, XeUEE, Br
AEMRHESERI, REE MRVH—EHENEERE,
HRASEA\BETXE, BEREIEFETPEESHRERN
B

1944F, BANBRBLITPEEFRERA. RARSHET
RSB, ER—EETEESERLIEXEIRNEE, BEE2EF
BREEEIEREDEE, BRIVERZRFET S BRAEET
B, MEBSEAX, GECHIE T —BMINRNEE, hHE
ANABBBIERBE &, T_THEBRMRE—OIFD, —2
. ALk RO, BR|IF—EBEIAN (RT) - 1945
FBEXR, VREERSHEEEST T, BFAARREBIB LTS
_ oSz, SREEREETE, RESERERH T
—i&, BEBRKRLA. BBFEXR, RSN T —RBES, E
MR, RENTECHBE. BN ER. 8%, I35
S, BEEXE—BUK DERERFERN, EEE
HH R FRHARBIEREI S, BMBERLTEE. It
HERIZER TEC,.



SRAATENPRORBEBIZRNET =1 Ao HfIBNED
BEMEelt1ER, RENE, BMeBRBRREFEDSTE, A
DREFIINERHFIBREEE, BUEBB, B2—BAT
HABIERR L6, MWERANA M), SRS ITH
TEXREDHM (BRBELEEHHN) , HERRINSE—
FEINEE A BHGEARM—EmN, BEFHNE:

FERCERR, BRI TREA,
REUMBRNER, @xERIIKG,
BRARIIRIT, KRS,
BEAKBCHDR, B2 KECHER.

UREEREBIBNBHATEE, BURERIE “HEfe”
NSRETRED; B—FEXBRAEKREEG NER T (RT)
PTEHYiE. BUREGNRASEPOFRKER, ERE—HE
To WOETMITBE, &HT 5 FEVREIMRERZ,

ERN, BBER T NS, 2ATHEE, REEHHR
HARBE—FOR 7%, BEBEINEE, TR TS5,
BRRAMALERER F/%, DEREERS . BRAESHE
BASR: RFTHNEIRIFEES, AREEFIAEIMRLR
FRIMEHRNZRM, BRIER: “RASENLIEERT
gl ~ FARE, BABMERINGT s HSEREBIS AL
1E, MEWNTIENS, NEWEEZHERM AR
8; PTHOZE, BIEGEHENEIROEFTF,

1945 XK, ﬁB%EEBU%EEQ%BHZEi@ 27, BFRHE
RRAROMM, FTFEXR, MBLEANLY, BEEER,



REENBEBIERIIR TR KEE, BOfEst. KD
REBELAEI, BXRYE, 2O HREHRERSSE. B
BRBEELE, FRIRIRILIMEIE, BEEVLAARIIE
TERRE 5 o BAHBAE, BARTIE, EEBAIRX
AR

EERER, ZRESAA—NREBEER. 2AEEBNMEEN
Klﬁ?g, RAUREBHIMWIRER, mBMERBHRE

, AERBBAZENEE, B IR, MEEREERE
BHE B_BsEmA, IRrE—IVEN. EBRiE, RE
RETAINHE, 2RI \BREBS SR, SREEME
B8, —FTromE, BRI 1AL, REEEREM
BR. XWWBEEBHRHOANT, BEIEZTTNE, =&
TERER, BLUROEONEE - ER, REREEAE
BEREE “EAE” , BN OER | BAARBEBARID
CEHCB—RER, UAESHEENEECEENAEHE
o RERABMEIPTECHESIGT, REMEB T 1
NEE, R EDFTERS . B0EE, WPAEEE, KM
BRARZABHRERS o

MESRIRG T, HEREWBRK, T TBH)E,
H-LPBRBHEES. IREE—BENMY, La—EE
BUES, #HRBLHR, BELBERR, BREPSE0EES
BRIZDT, HPBHARRETHS, AN TREERE
SRNEXREEAN, SERTARBRE, BHE, 1RE
HOVERSS, RULBBHRIBLEE SRS,

1946 2K, XEMNESHNEEEBTINEER 5 FFk,



BIOICEESRNSE, IITEMBERIBIEEAENS &8
BEESE | RSIPERERRIIEEBE, BEEREGEE
BOHBESE. MMAEPBIEREEST, EENBUEE
0, SRR ESAEaEEBPHBRNEnEImE.
ERBAMOPIEEHERR . HFIDFROBFEREPEES
—BRN, EHRNIE:

AR, FRFIREIE!
MN—tl, BT,
IRERME, ESTH;
AR, FRFIREIE!

1946FEME, NONENREHHN, RTBEREHHOR
BN TEBEDS, ERIEABETRG ., £RIAWEET,
HEXOHEABEEEDRE, BAZ, ©CHRE, RO
wEERS | INERERMmSZERR, REFEHEREES
1, MITWARE. FRNS, BHERE, BB, B
HERMRE, BRERIDEMHTHEL, BEIKREM
5, AR,

ROB1946FX KX (HEBE_FBKR) , RLRREITERS
RB5e, FNE. SRERMLIME, tHFIEE “FBIBLE”
NEI. B “BEES8” —&, WOfEExREH, WU
B, EOTPENGSEERE; EREER&ENVE, 2
EEBBEOHESERE! MrIBLABEESTESRN. 8%
BLEREAPEBEEENE LM, BE—BAEIE, K
FERREHIACEAEE, BRAOMEEESE— LR R0
T GRS ARE, BEAUBDHBESROROASE.



EREERN—REE, HEFTREIEERA, RSN
SENR LSS, MEEIvERE T ENHR, AECHEZ
BALFIERSE,

1946F 06, B—UBALVRHNKRELRENS (Mrs.
Contento) , B—FBEHRIIZERIREBRAHEIRE
BETEABLES, RREERATRIEBR, ORER
MWEH, MBRIRAFENVRRITERED, BIHERIERRIER
=Y. BRErSREEBEE RS, B T IRENE
o HHE, BREBE AL, AR (RicHEzNBEE—
ROV ) BBy, MEEMETERIART S -

EALUE, ESHEERNOVERZHEIMIER—AS, WA
‘RRRENEN . BREEIESIERASREKRAE,
WRERTMLIE, JHESRIRER, HERZIEFIR2E, TR
BRI T —ASE, DUEBIIRIER, BRIFIE, ORISR
I8, DEIBENED ‘B3R . BERGSERUE, BF
TOAE, BRIWGSHIVIIAE, —ENSES, 2RI
BRERER, ME—IVEEENEL L, RASEREEIESHN
B3R, PTAREIEE TR, EHBHEIANERZ

Ib, R OSRMERNRINRE.

HEUREESE, JURENMAY, BREEBAINEEERH
BEFH)

19476, HEBIBEL “BEN” TAREAREEMEE,
tFIRBIEBEEMBANRLENEE, NMSERALMLFIUN
‘IZEEY” o AFHNPEBR: HE—LEEEBFIRAEEA



B0, NHEARE B8 g2 MBI, 1947FXK, HE
ARE, PENBSTUREZRESANE L, HEIEE, 5%
FWTHEE, RSBIRANRE, EEECR, 528X
rHEEZE, CXHFREBE, NUEREEE3. HEUR
AR BBRRE NS LR TR, BEFEERBNERE,
NPEZER, BRRES.

B, BB BREEN—=EREBI, H1948FtEx
tOFIBRIE =R, ARSI CEERBENERER S,
FBITIE—EZRIEN, B8, IS8 —UIFEN
WED , EE—RImEMEH#EEE, WP IR, RE
BIREREBBITINEERSGS, BRI, BREHN
WVETEIER T o

B—X, RIKBFEFIETS, oS —RRENDBE—ED
MEEx. BRRBER, ERNBHP, RIEIMELBEE_E
Ao MHVKES, BHNEZREREER, BBE—F, &
WEFWIREE—F, RETR, BFLET TR, BE—
T, ¥SHEREBE—F, BEBNERINE, WEFSEH
BEE—L5TRN, BERELRERSRINFD, IR T=E
BREADLER. HECH/ LN

HEMTNESY), Hict5BbaHE;
B ERREENEE, BHRABUETL,
RIS, FRERACRER? -
EERSHIMERR, UEERBER,
TRERUELS, RKMBEMR -



BRIVEMSS, VPAE—(EX—[SiESHES0 “HFR 8
=HR; RESEAK ‘EE B2

BEERBERNY, BRERK—ERMME TR, BEEh

BIEVISE Eo EBRRHEIERV), HBFESHIZZ, REREEC
NIRR—F—FTiE, HEEREECENERER, B8
‘BR Berlislitdy, SEATRES

BERERDINER: B FXE! RAERE—FEALRE, 1T
BEABE, EXURIBENSHWREL T, #XESE
me EMEREXRGIZR? F—ERENES, SEENE
K. HEREHEFIERER

XRNBTFEEETE, %ﬂ@??ﬁ%é@@@&%@% BRRESE
NE, BAERER. BEF. LRIIRNEE, H—=2
EATECIREBIRM2ROBE L, REEREROVNEL
FEN S ORRFENSIGAR: - -

HEE, MREM TR, EFBNEZE—RBEER, 11
PBERRBRZA—PY, HOHBEE T EHMEFECIRSES
BRI, MRARAE: EHBESEEERE, B,
BE#HOTR, JRMUDLE ‘BR "BO” HBESEE!
ERE#ERE], BREIMHRCSEEABER S, (889:51.
53, 19:28 )

me, ENEREIMES, BARINREENA, E2EE
g CEREN; BCBRICROVIMLIERESEA, HOFIHEIE
EABRESHER L. AIEMEEESHOA, 2EMLE



sF2HRE! BRHERLEPMEINELEIBE—FERIBIE
BV, ME—HAREMnESBRNES. BB+ +58
BENESH L, ETasRaE Sk 5522083
AEEP, HERERIECHRNAL, RIEESREEI
MEN?—EBFARELR, XE=ERENE, MESEEE
A&—i, SRENTHR, RHIESSRIIEEMEREE?

BRBEIERSREEES, BRECASERERIL, MEM
TRBNEL, BEE, HERRREBOIRESRXAIS E#

1948102 T8, HECSZREBRNEWFREEESCH
&, RERBEER (RMERZBEE—ROBER) o
AREBLAl, BRRLZERBLBINRS, BRERE
(Bl) 558958l, B2, BB TEZE, fEB 882
i, A TER, SFHPIRIBESNIINER, BR
OOIEARNIRE], EREEMEFAI—RARR, —ADBEX
NRBAIEE, X—RARE, —AEEEEHENBNE
2. BREFNMAFEST, LEBN, BEENES, KR
E—BEX—ENRENEE. REEECER—BLRE—
&, B—0110050), soiE—EBER. EENFHFRAK
BINE, FLEXEBRMME, ETEREE., SRI—¥H
Rk, REBFEWRE, SE T EERGEECH—8B%ss,
MMV —BE L, BIRTRE—TOREK, HIEE
WEEE, IMHIRERRYERT, BRI, EESEERH
‘ﬁ'ﬂa’g}%% ......

HF@, MR ESH; BiEas, LEMESANTF, B
BHRAFZHEABEENES, —B)VIWERRESHA,
BETHE?



E8mRTE, AECTHEBD, RENBERECNDR
T —BIR. BRI, TR STIFENS, B4
BEYECHER,. SEHBEATELRR=FE, RITEBR
AE; BRRASIEFBUSRSALB IR H—ERR,
S ERMOHEZHNEEAY, FALARBITIFENES, BA
Spt+oOXx! BESEEL, ERUAEHEERET, R
KREBEERZ. BEFSK, REANESRONBREBEES
S, NEKEE SIFERS, BREARENRIRTEE
MBS o

1948 G-, WERMN S IHK— R P BRI B RIS MESER
VB8, WEE T, BEEMS, 2/ DREIFCIEE
X, BREIIRONFHERE, BEREAENESTP, BT
RE—EKIED.

MEPESH T ETTES. RERRE. R RET—
DAFIENL, ME—HFIRK; REXKRERIL. Filf. ~
BEELLEHZHMER, MEERTREEMNRANNSE
No BERIBLH—RNEZBEENRE, BCHBXZ
HEE, SRSFLRRBEMBNEELRD T, HUFEES,
EXMANRZE], BEEIRHT!

EH#E, AHEREIFIRINWIN, SEPMHEPES
EBANDEAN, EERIGHERN. 8EM. =, DR,
B CREFAIMER) BEBCHNELPNNR, 26&
BFSHRAAIBHEINM, MR TEANS, KM, K5
R, TAD. WEAMBAKS, KeEkE—EX —EE3H
Bet, LR380BECHOR, LRS8O IHKRSHN



A, BEMEVESREALSOEG, AIZFEUETIRE
—0E: REBABEORBEPEATRT, SRS
HEPEAERR. BRSHFZHEXN T EBF: FLEET
REHOMEPEADRTEE, BRREOMEPEA
MRS S,

FERSERBHNEENE, RBEECE2REBORDE, B
SHREA, RWRERERSIENNEZTE, BOEIT.
Baj{Fs!

H$ER
2012 1MAAER









TO THE UNKNOWN EVANGELIST, MY BROTHER




